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THE  ALMA  SONQSTEJBL, 


Standard  of  England  and  ban- 4 
ner  of  France  j 

Low -backed  Car 
Gin-shop  bar 
Pop  goes  the  Weasel 
ReoBtnl 

Our  ancestors  were  Englishmen 
Come  to  the  Old  Ofdt  tree 
Go,  forget  me 
Standard-bearer 
Old  Simmonris,  the  beliower 
Sweet  were  the  hours  of  infancy 


God  Defend  the  Right 

ian.ii  Thesoldierkr.ows  that  everyball  .  Jeannette's  anas**?  toJ*w>ool 


The  soldier  who  diedfor  his  king 
My^  friend  and  pitcher 
Sons  of  Fingal 
Ingle  side 

Banks  ot  Ole  Tar  Riber 
Reuben  Rayne 
Tack  in  the  middle 
Tidy  suit  for  all  that 
"Number  One 

There’s  nothing  so  perplexing 
I  dreamt  I  slept  atMad.Tu?suao 
Swizzy 


W^dew  that  keeps  the  Cock  Inn 

Village  Maiden 

Drop  of  the  Creative 

Signal  to  Engage 

Sailor’*  sheet  anchor 

Cavalier 

Kaity  O'Cornav 

Phoebe  Morel 

Cookey  Darling 

Officer's  Funeral 


Health,  happiness,  and  love  1  Swizzy  _____ _  - 

BVLE  <k  Co.,  Printers,  2*3  Monmouth  Court  B'oorcsbury,  London. 
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.THE  ALMA  SQNQSTER. 
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God  defend  the  right . 

A  Translation  ef  the  popular  French 
song,  “Paitant  pour  U  Sjrite.* 

ON ,  onward,  then,  for  Syria  1 
List  Russia  to  this  tong  ; 

Right  cherrily  the  trumpet’*  blast 
Is  echoed  by  the  throag ! 

One  cry  doth  France  and  England 
shire  r 

When  girding  for  the  fight ! 

« If  war  mast  he,  then  let  it  mom, 
And  God  defend  the  right  1” 

Bat  late,  a  noble  prince  declared, 

«  The  Umpire,  it  is  peace  !* 

The  -orld  with  trflfcport  hailed  his 
words 

And  vowed  that  war  should  cease 
Then  woe  to  the  foolhardy  Caar, 
Who  dare*  oar  joys  to  blight  \ 
War  'gainst  this  tyrant  let  ns  wage, 
And  "God  defend  the  right!” 


The  Standard  of  England  | 

and  the  Banner  of  France. 

tjaRK!  barkt  h°w  **  ,ioB  >* 
■Ti  rosriag, 

li»t,  lilt,  it’i  ths  gtovrl  of  the  bear 
Above  the  proud  eagl*  »»  soaring. 

The  creieent  wave*  high  in  the 

The  ite*d  With  impatience  isneighiug 
The  banner  of  war  ii  unfurl  u, 

The  trumpet  iu  hoarse  blsatis  bray¬ 
ing,  (worU- 

And  threatens  the  pence  of  the 

Gurovs* 

Then  up  with  the  standard  of  Rng 
land, 

^  Let  oar  watchword  alone  he 
advanced, 

Then  up  with  the  standard  of  Eng- 
land, 

And  raise  the  brave  banner  ot 

France. 


Itis  fearful  that  life  should  he  wasted 
It’s  dreadful  that  blood  fcbould  be 
shed. 

That  the  horrors  of  war  should  be 
tested,  (be  fed; 

That  ravens  and  wolves  sfaould 
Every  mild  art  of  peace  have  been 
borne,  (tried* 

Every  mild  art  of  peace  has  been 
Mediation  has  met  with  false  acorn , 
Now  powder  and  knife  must  decide 

Then  onward  by  sea  and  by  land, 
Since  there’s  no  other  course  to 
I  pursue,  * 

Let  Old  England  and  France  hand- 
in-hand, 

Show  the  world,  now  combined* 
what  they’ll  do ; 

Let  the  scabbardless  sword  meet  the 

light,  («y. 

/>own,down  with  the  tyrant  they 
It’s  for  bono  ir  and  justice  we  fcgha 
Then  forward  to  congne*  or  die* 


Bank*  if  pit  olfTar  Jtyfrj 


*tt>Jen  from  ray  hoi 
i a  captive  slave; 

*  *•  with  an  iron  ohatm»» 
MCpy  eravc; 
pt*  .night  r  cried* 
ftat  back  again 
»  dew  happy  hornet 
It  Stolen  flavne. 

>*»aCkri«tia»aMh 


wwwn  tWlwt  — *mi  ililili  ^ 

Aid  #fchnT^I. 

Or  lose  affection**  tie  f 
Ml  to,  ah  !  no#  the  braufttis  of  tha 

**»  eever’dbut  to  dial 

Health,  Happiness  and 

(Ramiiet) 

'TOGWHfiR  in 
*  Fram  ohildho 
^e  loved  in  thecae 
In  thasame  field  to  stray, 

#Vith  wealth  I  could  not  I  *"  * 

*J°  Z**  wh™*  heart  I  curove; 
oirt,  she  my  faithful  flame  r* 

And  gave  me  love  lor  love. ’ 

AH  thg  ambition  1  poeeese> 

Is  for  my  charmers  sale** 

Md  wealth 

If  Sarah  might  partake. 

Plough  poor  the  ty  ;;_r 
Compared  to  what  we 


.  gSrKSflSSEfe 
‘VS'UKWS'"' 

oT?k.C#  *wa!cc»  «y  love  *  sUtgL 
^  you  die, 

*n  itw  wretehed  wnrMof  woe 
rwiCifr*,?>U  15631  *g?iin, 

*** 

Then  pity,  Are. 


*mlb  published  by  ChappeH,  5fl^  Ktw 
Bond  Straat. 

fNithi*  old  Chair  my  father  saL 
lni|r*  iW>;»mher  aniHed| 

I  be$r  their  blessings  oa  me  wait  ** 

Ahd  fee!  myself  a  child.  *  /  . 

feel  the  k*i**eir  imtlm—  : 
^/iJ«)(toabi|kttBliit!  uir.; 

>,wh£  wiJ*  i«m%  ■  J. 

OfMam’frptelhwpMtr 

M  leta,  *U*^%hCo  they 

p^5mS^»T£*i,  .vv . 

J^8*wealpf vw*,  ,  . 


the  rural  vale, 
od*«  early  day*, 
same  cot  to  dwefl^ 

repaid* _ 

Hire's  a  health  tat 

asps?5-*  fflBfflaniSlak 
teasj's  sHSr*  ‘ 1 


Fftkitm f  j 

ftr'l 

fcsy~:;:;r 

<H#wy  Raacolft.^ 
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urn,  tnatev*ymCB, 

SWAP*  *i£j4  «  x 

Young  Love  gots  walking  upend 

Fm  sure  he  has  been  asked'SHM”)* 

pfrht/BneaUnt  NembmQno*  o>x. 


^  MNMc«0iU  ttodoulMMii  *,<? 

\  That  come  at  N  timber  Wmm$ 

Aad  one  in  blue  at  NuMH  Yten 
Calls  daily,  like  a  dun; 

And  not  to  Number  One!  vt 

J  <4tml  att  r.ib  u  <  .,v**  j?v<o  +t\ 

Hiss  Bell,  I  hear,  hMftfc*4fiMh 


.  a-bit  of  blind.^^^ 


Which  she  has  never  fteM* 
Sw^eMr^kwh  thrive  ^Nn4b* 


-ice. 

Dent  take  at  Number  HIM 

t  f;'~  •■'•  ■  ’  •  V.1 

*Tis  hard,  with  plcmyinthi  efcol, 

*  ^pMhtypacsiaglwfr:  , 

ThereVnice  young  M«M*  Xm*** 


tom  ^ 

And  Mrs.  Smith,  i 

Tt m  a  Number  One!  < 

lOmdsd-?  vr.  *  \ 


■  i  fVjlif, 

Once,  uit,  when  the  I 

>•  ?riftt»«nday  nftcrnsnpte'  ,  ••  ^  • 

Young  Mr.  Long  came  kindly  in. 

The  Phoenix  or  the’flflat  t  ^ 
M/eYodnidMahrnimluKiReiktito  fl 
On  threat  NumberQpc;  ,  ^ 

/  iwblher  often  'site  it  *orfc, 

And  talks  efpropS'Clkl  **f*> 
*'*MQmm*  amomfiwt  I  ahull  be,  .. 

hi  her  declining  days.  ", 

%3UBWBftS6? 

The  sweethearts  ail  belong  16  H 
That  cap  at  Number  One. 

uW  >^*V|s4w  •  v.  ^r*/%  in.. 


»  •*«.  Ttsl  !.:  '4  ns 

,  UASr;*v 

W* 1 •  ■  *« .  &<.  4,  < 

There  is  nothing  so  Perplexing 

*•  <>**».** 


»r  ChofH>  ud  C*.,  K«W  Boad 
Stnc 


fetedr^lOrp-liMltet*  *W  call 


Wb«n  JMi  BHriu.it  A#  4 
To  lii'irtiT  Ikm  lufatel— li 
AM.t.ftfa.ff  be  <*£  teaM** 

He  Mcfa  tUtd  *p  cbUtc«,  At  all  I 


sssar* 

~CBS»a3tr 

hvy» 

?•< 

ir«aw 


u 

r 


,secr4  wt  »  mh+  evt--  .A  f 

hep.  & 

XhclTnA 

\.  »*»>■»  jm* 

But  I  never went  d*er  to  Pfalifee— 

Ao*  cities  and  ~eU  market  tewns  I’ve 

u  FitmfwKk on'TwartfaPenamce, 
dany  hotels  and  taverns  ;’vc  been  in  my 
time. 

And  many  fair  landlady*#  seen  n 
But  of  all  the  fair  charmer’s  who  other 
outshine, 

Give  me  the  sweet  widoiw^ 

The  dear  little  widow,  .* 

rm^sw^widowliMlw.tb, 


S?  th*t  x  sisg 

Hadttns  TusmiMt 

A  Petto  that  I 

lateiWelfalb.'  (J 


’  «J|  ’  f  7 IT  fa 


ii  i  i<ter 

Ant  that  all  the  waxdguree  hldte 
abodes  - 

At  midnight  became  vivi-fi-i-ieA.  . 
i  dreamt  that  WHHam  the  FMNI 
.?  satdown  to  smoke 
With  Collins,  who  aimed  tt  kif 

AM  I Xo*mjtit  Kln*  Hal-ehtt 
.  *joke 


,H«  lips  are  as  rosy  as  e'en  Is  her  Witte 
Amfftke  all  heiMiquors,  she*a  neat. 
She's  full  of  good  spirits,  that's  really  (A 

And  while,  serving  her  bUUn  looks 

*** 

oi^sss^fweu 

the  smart) 


I  dreamt  that  Napo-le-oh  Bh-onn* 
ports  *’ 

Wes  waiting  with  Madame  IVsei 
That  0*Coni»nU,  to  study  the  regi> 
dde  art,  , 

Had  a  gossip  with  Fteschi-e-e  e. 
And  Kmn  making  eyes  dttfi  Queen 
Bess,  4  sear,  <  -  ' 

Aidfkl  taking  grog  with  Fox  ! 
Andaho  I  dreamt  4h ft  sun  xnelted* 
oh,  hi 

The  lum  of  Lord  Brougoans  and 


There**  Bet  at  the  *  Blossoma*,  and  Pot 
<©f  the  * Crown’— 

Fat  DoHy,  who  owns  the  <  Red  Hteart*. 

tb.  •  Garter  *M  tter'df 

;_<W  PW.W  kerpa  the  *  Skylark;  ’ 
SpaneTaMT tka  •  Bagte,’  mtAVea  of 
_4ke*BeUi» 

ftWf^hne  of  the  'Man  drest  h 

But  of  alight  ikir  creatures  Who  OtheSs 

Gfvemetheswectwsdow, 
y  The  nine  little  widow,  1 

The  sweet  pretty  widow  who.  keeps  the 
Cock  inn*  T  < 


"  Wlnlewe send  befoeettee  w idtff 
Reef  the  main*eesl  till  iteeeees, 

^  While  she  floats,  hoys,  never  ntdt 
On  the  starboard  tack  we  venture, 

- 

While  the  ngilW  bUJoetetetew. 
Thteto  hotmur  andtotfuty— 

.  All  such  maxifias  Killers  boast « 

ITet  we  dsftnk  to  love  an&beasl^ 

And  oan  give  the  semnan?s|neet|— 
Wjyes  and  sweethearts  !-— on  the  oeeen. 

The  boatswain,  td^hsg,  loudly  ttnmdms 
JTo  yewqparte w,  imteltB I :TT  ' 


TWrt  Nance  at 
clothed  in  Gi 
I  look  black  Upon 


•ten  Lettj,  whofiaees  •  The  Old  lo^d 
id a  afrwer  Ibr  her  nesrw 

Xhan’Atewtber  dMantar’dinat  Row  fa 
my  heart— 

I  for  ncmeof  tlve  rest  care  a  pin—  t 

OMhW  C4pid/Ae  rogue,  wtnifd  butlbt 

fly  msdst 

At  the  plump  little: widow, 

’  , The gay  lkUw widow— 

Who  spirited  widow  who  keeps  the 

Coek  Inn. 

When  last  in  her  little  bar  parlour  I  sat 
1  joked  her  about  her  lone  slate— 

A  brood  of  younfaiioicwa,  ter  widow 


Noblyserv*-  wrimnuandAtHt 

The  Village  Maieten.  f 

W HEN  first  I  saw  the  village  maidea, 
Y  ’  Like  Cymoa,  motionless  I  steed  | 
'Twee  Iphlgeoia  a  self  apPWttg* 
tes  lovely^  heantited,  Ti  gndl 
Her  eheibs  eel  bln»tr»Mhs  ripTHrig  rate 
dKfttephbs  woeM  batrish  teort#T#eeej 
Se  sweet  the  Tillage  maigah. 

Clarissa  s  ojee  ell  ayes'nriseriUg, 

’Her  braeth  Avabiea  spioea  frigs  ; 

For  her,  like  ere,  would  Av'des  wandm 
Adveotnre  all  the  price  tOygain. 

4  IMi  tegr  lore  with  many  hgCte 
Which  aha  retarn'd  wkh  sptaWag  Umq 

Tk.*  .UW'a  ,u.  -«tfa  ...  _ _ jj _ 


Votetefaotelwge  «  WteWd.  te,<„  w* 

^  well  match'd—  , 

You  ter  little  widow  i 

You  temiio,|MMO(  widow— 

^ssrsj^rr.  ^ 

Thstr  htere’a  to  the  dear'  little  hharmert 

‘  In  a  bSnper  now  611*4  to  Htte  Mm— 
For  who  could  Tdflst  sutih  Cyteir  of  black 
eyes. 


By  duty  only  driven ; 

And  if  hi  foil  hit  oonatry 

For  whom  the  blow  was  given. 
Recorded  on  the  front  of  day. 

The  warrior**  deed*  appear ; 
For  him  the  poet  breathe*  hit  foy# 
The  virgin  thedt  her  tear; 


And  lioa  in  oblivion  near  Taajfoc* 

J&m  a  a  .  j  1 _ 


Or  Mrike  tb.nde«irpt.*.  M 

“"tan*  '  • 

The  Soldier  who  died  for  kit  Then  Eri«,  mj  lore  tk,  | 

ftna.  :  (;  ■ 

He  mntic  to  me'  like  the  Mhl 
Music  published  by  D’Almaiae,  8ohn  yjjj . 

Square.  The  .hamrock  to  me  is  the  Utm 

DBAR  maid  of  my  toil,  thould  I  flowbrt, 

perish  And  What  it  mart  dear  than  thy  d 

Where  battle’s  rnde  discord  speaks  oW  bUM 

loudly,  i*  . . 

The  »ame  of  thy  f.ed  lorer  eheritb,  Ikw«wtk.t»ert  «rikn*» 

And  let  thy  you*,  bOM»  tart  ri#r‘  ““  «■**  „ .  M ,  , 

Art  most  sacred  still  held  In  anl 

proadl75  Wan’s  heart* 

My  own  banner  Over  me  wave,  .  JT"  » 1 

My  broken  shield  over  me  fling,  !■  i  •  ivy-ji^nnd  turrets  and  yra 

And  cjurve  on  the  oak  o’er  my  grave—  ^ . 

u  The  soldier  who  died  for  his  king."  *  ohiSt  ^  '  bea^r  ta. 

*#t,  mid.  when  «y  lif.-bUod  b  Mtamdn  My  hnatt  of  her  Mm 
streaming,  armour. 

One  tear  to  my  last  moment  given. 

Like  attar  in  Ay  Mae  eyes  beamiag. 

To  iae  'twere  a  foretaste  of  heaven  t 
My  own  banner,  Ac. 


Jeannot's  Answer  to  Jeannette. 

HEER  op,  cheer  up  my  own  Jean- 
^  nette,  tke’  far  away  I  go/ 
la  all  the  changea  1  may  aaa  1%  be 
the  same  Jeannflt ; 

And  if  I  win  both  fame  and  gold,  ahl 
be  not  so  unkind 

To  think  I  could  forget  you  in  the 
heme  I  leave  behind ; , 

There’s  not  a  lady  ia  the  land,  and  if 
aha  were  n  queen. 

Could  win  my  heart  from  you,  Joan* 
nette,  so  true  as  jot  have  beta; 
They  must  have  gallant  werriers ; 

chance  hath  cast  the  lot oa  me: 
But  mind  you  this— the  soldier,  love, 
shall  no  deserter  be. 

Why,  ever  sines  the  world  began,  We 
surest  road  to  fame 

Hu  been  the  held,  where  men  ss^asm 
might  win  themselves  a  name ; 
And  well  1  knew  the  brightest  eyes 
have  ever  brighter  shout 
WWan  looking  at  some  warrior  hold  re¬ 
turned  from  battles  won  ;  - 
And  you  would  put  an  end  to  deeds 
* 1  wlfieh  ladies  love  sewed. 

And  have  no  tales  of  valouy  left  hr 
,  history  to  tell; 

The  soldier ’*  is  a  noble  trade,  Jeannette, 
then  rail  no  more; 

Were  only  kings  allowed  t#  fight,  thesoM 
be  an  end  of  war. 


Caledonia  may  boasj  of  her  vpfkeA 
and  clamour,  ? 

And  pride  in  hsr  philibegs,  kilts,  and 
harhoos.  ' 

Ok,  where  is  the  nation  can  rival  old 

Erin?  i 

Or  tell  me  the  country  such  hoinoo 
nan  boast: 

In  battle  they’re  brave  ae  Wo  lfes*  or 
lion. 

And  swift  as  the  eagle  that  fitmmgud 

our  coast. 

The  breast'  often  shakes  both  Wo  root 

aad  the  thistle. 

Whilst  Brin’s  green  sknmrooh  Am 
hushed  in  the  dale ; 

Securely  it  stands  while  the  annffWl 
whistle, 

And  lies  undistuthed  in  We  mom  of 
the  vale.  .*.>•> 

Then  hail  !  fair  island  of  Heptane's  old 
ocean. 

The  land  of  St.  Patrick,  my  parents 

agra  ;  ,  ;i  ,  •  • ,  -v>. 

C«14.(cH4  tfce 

emotion,  . 

That  loves  not  the  music  of  Brin  go 
Mmgk.  oT>  #« 

Var.  Cut  ugmfiftMPty  * y<  ,3  k"1 
Tta th»\i*ht  of ft  tltilVeheSBr  u*  m 


My  Friend  and  Pitcher. 

rpHE  wealthy  fool,  with  gold  ia  ttm, 
oWill  still  desire  to  grow  richer ; 
Give  me  bnt  these.  I’ll  aek  Ho  more — 
My  charming  girl,  any  friend,  and 
pitcher. 

My  friend  so  rare,  my  girfso  fair. 
With  thase,  what  mortal  tan^be  richer  t 
Give  me  bat  these— a  fig  for  care— 

My  charming  girt,  my  friend  and 
pitcher. ' 

From  morning  sun  I  never  grieve 
To  toil,  a  hedger  or  a  ditcher. 

If  that,  whrii  I  came  home  at  evs, 

1  might  vnjoy  my  friend  aad  pitcher. 

Jfy  friend  so  rave,  foe* 

a-7  >> 

Though  Fortune  ever  shuns  my  /doer, 

9i  I  know  not  whhtcah  thus  JbsWitch 


The  Soldier  knows  that  ever 
Ball. 

THE  soldier  knows  that  every  baH 
A  certain  billet  bears  5  , 

And  whether  doomed  to  risk  or  fall. 
Dishonour’s  all  he  fears. 

To.serve  hit  country  is  his  plan. 
Unawed  Or  undismayed : 

He  fijhfcs  h^r  battles  like  a  man, 

Aad  by  her  thanks  he’s  paid  - 


With  all  my  heart  can  j  be  poor. 

With  my  sweet  girl,  my  friend,  end 
pitcher^ 

r;  My  friend  so  rare,  dto. 


Far.  Bar  upon  the  sea . 
Composed  &  Sung  by  Mr.  H.  Ruesall 
W*  a  R,far  upon  the  sea, 

Jtv  Thogooa  ship  spending  free. 
Upon  the  deck  we  gather  young  and 

And  view  the  flapping  safl. 
Swelling  "out  before  the  gale 
foil  and  round  ^without  a  wrinkle 
_  or  a  fold. 

Or  watch  the  waves  that  glide. 
By  We  vessel’s  stately  side, 

«g  the  wild  se*  birds  that  follow 
duo’  the  six ; 

.  <  •  fiu  we  gather  in  a  ring. 

And  with  cheerful  voices  sing, 
,*"‘u 

*  Fm,  flu  upon  the  sea. 

The  good  ship  spending  ftps# 
Hfe  watch  the  soa  buds  follow  thro1 
«heair: 

C,  'x  shadier  in  a  ring. 

Ana  cheerful  voices  sing, 
Obi  pdly  goes  the  ship  when  the 
minds  blow  (Mr. 


Far,  far  upon  the  sea, 

With  the  sunshine  on  our  let. 
We  talk  of  pleasant  days  whmtWe 
were  young  ;* 

And  remeniMr,  thn*  wo  man, 

’  Theiweet  melodies  of  homo. 
The  soogs  of  happy  childhood  which 
we sung ; 

And  thoy  we  quit  her  shore. 

To  return  to  it  no  more, 

Sound  the  gloriesthat  Britannia  yet 
shall  near, 

..  That  Britons  rule  the  waves, ,  ;  r 
And  never  shall  be  slaves, 

’a  “ 


And  thus  ifr  pass  the  dny," 


Far,  far  tipMi  Wo  soa, 

W Rft  Ufosunridne  oii  nur  lea/ 
Sound  the  glories  that  Britannia  sHB 

shall  near,  -V  * 

That  Briton  rule  the  waves, " 
And  never  shall  be  slaves. 

Oh!  gaily  goes  the  ship  whoa  dm 
winds  Wow*  fait. 


Our  aadtot  iastitucfens  and  jm4 
English  law*, 

Hava  wring  from  e’en  air  bittssntt 
their  wonder  and  applause ; 

O,  his  mist  be  a  cMrard't  kW» 
would  not  maka  a  mad, 

For  altar,  throne,  for  hearth  and  1m 
m  such  a  native  land. 


Come  to  the  old  oak  Trie. 

(A  Gipsy  Glee.) 

COME  to  the  old  oak  tree* 

By  the  light  of  the  pale  moon's 
glance ; 

Coma  with  a  footstep  free. 

And  join  in  the  gipsy  dances 
Around  os,  above  is, 

Here  melody  floats. 

And  the  lasses  thatleVe  as 
Repeat  the  soft  uotoe. 

Then  come,  te* 

Here's  spring  with  it*  early  leaves, 

,  And  summer  with  aH  its  flowers.; 
Here  heart  mid  its  beauties  wave 
O'er  fair  nature’s  bowers ; 

Storm  clouds  are  darkening  j 
The  haunt  of  the  free ; 

But  all  hero  is  sparkling 
In  beauty  for  thee. 

Then  come,  hi. 


Our  Ancestors  were  English-. 
.,t.  >  wien. 

;;j  -wo--  yor.--  .>  !■&' .  {  ?iM 

Tkd’Y  ancestors  were  Englishmen,  an 
Englishman  am  I, 

And  'ti*  my  boast  that  I  was  him  be¬ 
neath  a  British  sky; 

I  prise  my  peerless  birthplace  f6r  its 
freedom  and  its  fame; 

In  H  my  father  lived  and  died,  I  hope 
v^to  do  the  same. 

I've  heard  of  foreign  countries  that  are 
very  fair  to  see,  . 

That  England,  dear  old  England,;!*  quite 
fpir  enough  for  me  fr.  •»  •  i:c.; 

And  he  who  on  its  happ^Oflil  is  not 
content  to  stay, 

May  leave  it  when  he  iikes  and  find  a 
better  where  he  may.  ■ 

We  may  not  have  the  mountains  which 
dther  lands  may  show. 

Their  sides  adorned  with  vineyards,, and 
their  summits  crowned ,with  snsw , 

Wt  may,  not  boast  -the  grandeur  or  the 
melancholy  grace. 

Which  tells  of  Time’s  destroying  hand 
and  war’s  terrific  race ; 

Bat  we  have  fertile  valleys,  we  have 
hills,  and  dales,  aad>dells. 

Where  peace  and  plenty  smiles  around, 
and  sweet  contentment  dwell*; 

And  we  have  cliffs  that  haul*  o’er*  and 
battle  with  the  spray 

Of  a  thousand  waves  that  roll  around  a 
.  shore  Is  free  as  they.'’ 


OOBlSgSntt 

*n  deeping. 

The  lady  of  m,  lore,  I  «■  Mt 
Altho*  I  wear  her  celoes  as  v 
But  I  will  fiSt^Jbr  IMv  m 4 
Beneath  me  flag,  liM 


Go,  forget  me.  The 

GO  1  forget  me !  Why  shculd  sorrow  The  minstrel  knight  is  seen  each  te 

O’er  that  brow  a  shadow  fling?  » _ _ _ 

Go !  forget  me,  and  to-morrow. 

Brightly,  smile  and  sweetly  sing ; 

Smile,  though  I  shall  not  be  near  thei ; 

Sing,  though  I  shall  never  hear  thee: 

May  that  soul  with  pleasure  shine. 

Lasting  as  the  gloom  of  mine ! 

Go,  forget  me,  he. 

Go,  where  other  smiles  await  thee. 

Go  to  halls  of  daaaling  light ! 

Go,  outshine  *411  beauties  near  thee  ; 

Chain  another's  heart*  to-night  1 
Go!  thou  Vision,  wildly  dreaming. 

Softly  an  my  soul  that  fill ; 

Got  ter  me  no  longer  gleaming; 

Hope  and  beauty,  fart  ya  writ. 

Go,  forget  ns,  te* 


Stem  death,  now  sated,  quits  the  gory 
plain, 

Thelife blood,  from  the  wjpyior  bard 
is  streaming. 

Still  on  his  flag ;  he  rests  his  bead  with 
pain. 

And  faiptly  tings,  hit  eye  w&h  fervour 

‘  TbSkdy  of  my  love, I  wAnot  name 
I  still  preserve  her  colors  as  a  token 
1  fought  and  fell,  for  liberty  k  fine. 
And  never  has  nay  knightly  vow 
bean  orokep. , 

And  nevev  has,  Ac. 


There’s  not  a  sea  that  on  its  breast  a 
hostile  fleet  cam  bear. 

But  England’s  flag  is  apen.toty  in  stem 


Old  Stmmonds,  blind  drank,  in  hit 
thrte-legged  chair. 

Talks  strongly  of  whnflbing  bit 
Wife ; 

And  Moggy  is  heard,  €  Adf  her 
bob,'  to  declare, 

She’ll  settle  his  guarilng  for  U% 

Then  Moggy  she  gives  him  te 
length  of  her  tongue,  te 

Till  both  of  them  battle, being  wOm 
than  half-sprang ; 

So,  somehow,  it  ends  wftt  a  break 
of  the  bead, 

And  Sfamonds  tad  her,  the  poHflo 
put  to  bed ; 

I  With, ‘ho,  lho,  Joe*  they'll  tig  no 

we  know, 

|  What!  lock  ’em  up?  that’s  Ml 


Simmonds,  the  BdMoer. 

Simon  the  cellarer.) 


His  flame,  Moggy,  sits  In  her  little 


(Parody 

OLD  Simraond  %  te  bellewer, 
keeps  a  coal  store, 

Of 'clinkers, *  ^'slates»  nabtel-y 
And  light  weights,  and  who  can  say 
what  he  does  more  ? 

For  a  pious  old  cock  is  he. 

The  sack  tohavs  hole*  in  he  never 
does  fail. 

And  all  the  day*  long  ha  keeps 
‘slanging’ ths  scale ; 

Yet  they'll  never  nail  him, he  bluntly 
does  say,  (waggons  a  day. 
White  he  makes  a  ton  out  of  six 
And  oh,  dear  I  oh,  his  snout  dots 
show,  (does  go. 

How  ok  the  'three  out’  to  hit  lips 


And  of  tin  the  range  nas  sue ; 

From  there  every  hour  comet  forth 
a  perfume. 

And  te  says  it  is  strong  bohea. 

Bat  there’s  a  black  ter  pot  behind 
the  room  door, 

And  Moggy  is  oft  in  ‘high,  strikes’ 
on  the  floor; 

Now  MoggJ  te  swears  she  must 
take ’pon  her  seed, 

A  ‘summut,’  to  wash  down  te  dust 
of  the  eoal. 

But  oh,  no  go!  Old  Simmonds 
dots  know. 

Where  many  a  eask  of  014  Tom 
does  go.  . 


PAGE(S) 


DAMAGED 


■AleAa-elew, 

■V-#*  A*— I,  ye  ho! 

-A*d  Mfd*  reef,  and  steer, 
Kaow  •neb  halliard  andgtar, 
Aid  of  dity  iv«ry 

But  my  joy  and  delight 


Jli,  oa  Saturday  U|k 
f  A  drop  of  tha  creator#  to  awl* 


THE  signal  to  engage  shall  bo  f  ■ 
A  whistle  and  a  hollow,  , 
Be  one  and  all  but  firm,  like  me, 
And  conquest  soon  will  follow. 
You,  Oqiunel,  keep  the  helm  In 
harm— 

Thus,  thus,  boys '  steady,  steady  I 
’Till  right  a-head  you  see  the  land. 
Then,  soon  ea  we  are  ready,* 
v  ,  The  signal,  die. 

Keep,^boy«^  a  good  look  out,  d’ye 

*Tls  for  old  England’s  honour  $ 
Just  as  you  brought  your  lower  tier 
Broadside  to  bear  upon  her. 

The  signal,  kc. 

All  hands  then,  lads,  the  ship  to 
clear. 

Load  all  your  gunk  and  mortars : 
Silent  as  death  th*  attack  prepare, 
And,  when  you’re  nil  at  quar¬ 
ters. 

The  signal,  fee. 


Ia  his  rudder,  f 
cable,  his  log. 


Whet  though  he  ton  friend  in  tnttt 
His  priae  money  convey. 

Who,  to  his  bend  of  faith  unjust  . 

Cheats  him.  and  runs  away;  / 
What  s  to  be  done  f  He  vents  a  cuiee 
1Odne  ail  false  hearts  ashore  • 

Of  the  remainder  dears  his  pun* 
And  than  to  sea  for  more. 


Whet  though  his  girl,  who  ofltaa 

To  know  no  other  charm* 

He  finds,  when  he  returns  ashore. 
Clasp’d  in  a  rivals  arms: 

Whet  s  to  be  done  !  He  vrnm  a 

And  seeks  a  kinder  she; 

Ducm,  geu  groggy,  clear,  hi,  pun* 

Am  or nut  >m!h  r. >  * 


f  Swia&y. 

(Dibdin.) 

IF  bold  aed  brave  thou  eanst 
not  bear 

Thyself  from  all  thou  lov’st  to  tear  ; 
If;  while  winds  war,  and  kiliowb 
r  roll, 

A  spark  of  fear  tovade  thy  seal ; 
if  then’ll  appalled  when  cannons 

I  prithee,  messmate,  stay  ashore: 
There  like  a  lobber, 

Whine  and  blabber,  ' 

Still  for  thy  ease  and  safety  boay, 
Beae  dare  to  come 
Where  honest  Tom, 

And  £*4,  aed  Piak, 
a  And  Ben,. and  AM* 

And  Jaek.nod  Web, 

And  Bob,  aad  Bill,  j 

All  weathers  ssag,  and  drink  the 
twiany. 

&  *»A  .  J 

n  shouldst  thou  lose  a  limb  in 
fight, 

Ska  who  made  up  thy  hearts  fie. 

•  -  'inn* 

(Poor  recoin  pMM  *M»  .ban  art 
'•ViMl,  • 

'SbaU  prwT.  iMttDMMt-  Mika  iKad, | 
Iftuckharri  forntaalkau kUt  deplore 
I >WHke,  wartafcM*,  .Mjf  amor,  s  1 
"  Jr  ¥h4*,,4ilM  t*uMMv%c. 

Alf*«  ;  ,sif 

'ffipridW  »— ■ 

No  friend,  noaMfeyM  Mmmand, . 
'VhM'fna.  dam  «.srt*|'<tt<>»a4an* 
AM  Itndwdadga  <rf  «fcaa(i4ioul  d  die- 
••  •  ..  i.  , 

If  this  at  .nldleaa  And  the  can, 

I  '*•***<  >  HMstwta,  std,  .a*orc : 

ThaM,d&asadlabb««,  lu. 


\  $  CtUvt,  belay. 

Aloft,  alow, 

A  vast,  ye  ho! 

Know  each  halliard  ?  jod  gear, 
A iid  bind,  reef,  aof )  steer. 
And  of  duty  every  ri(; 

But  my  joy  and  deJJght 
Was,  ou  Saturday  night, 

A  drop  of  the  ereatute  to  swig;  * 

There  was  Kit  with  a  fast  in  his  aye 
Ami  l  out  with  a  timber  tot, 

And  shambling  Will,  for  ha  bab¬ 
ble,  t  awry. 

All  wounded  alighting  the  foe: 
Three  lads,  though  erasy 
grown  at*  crank, 

As  true  as  ever  bumbo  drank. 
For  $he  ’d  pull  away. 

Cam  off,  balmy, 

Aloft,  aloW, " 

Aydlt,  jfo  hot 


Ttrcieasca  born,  still  trusting  thanu 
The  waves  Ism  faithkas  than  dm 
...  fidr  5 

There  into  toils  to  rush  again. 

And  stormy  perils  brave— what  (hen. 

Smiling  gmgsAo 


And  hand,  reef,  and  steer, 

Kn  w  each  halliard  and  gear, 

*** i)!0: 

But  4fctir  joy  add  delight 

Was,  on  ftbtnrday  nights; 

A  drop  of  the  creature  to  swig, 

j*f» 

+**  tbu^torja  or'  the  Spaniard* 
Vd  .  Abfkotma  A  ,  ; 

Ao  bit  tea,  ream  I  Atk  and  a  skin 

I  Milker  Adi  nor  den : 

and  daf^ 

.  mj  auMon  .tnldahj^  ay 


■ynasaaiiassr* 

*or*  Vjough  a  thousand  leagues 

•till  aithftil  is  her  sailor. 
<Wtfae*e^illse,  utHl  be  is 


isrsfUs^ 


<  The  Shop  oh  Fire 

>l  •'  '  1 :  ; 

ftwJy  on  "  The  Ship  OS  Fife  r  i 

- 

**  hi *UuF *"*  **  dOUd#  *  *"* 

*•  bga^p^^td  ***  hjun!^^^^ 
Uke  •^CTo4-Iegg*d  old  Sultan,  the  doth 

And  dull  were* the  men— they  could 
scarce  raise  a  laugh 

ttoept  when  the  guv'nor  sent  up  h«if 
and  half, 

«at  in  the  kitchen  below 
And  calling  her  child  by  a  ««mi>  rayther 
low, 

®ha  bawled  to  its  dad,  ’midst  its  equaling 
so  wild, 

<*»*  Bodkin  •  dear  Bodkin,  came  down 
to  this  child  ! 

)  Hpasrfd— the  young  teat  Tory  quiet  did 

Aadthe  ilaveys  like  winking  kept  stich- 
ingawav. 

The  needles  shone  bright  in  the  cun— it 
was  June— 

"  ^whtaSeTtune.  ,hoi*‘™1  » 

yy.  Joy  in  the  the  shop  you 
wold  Judge  bjr  their  tone* 

Mfi  fondly  Within  they  whM  the 
_ work  home, 

Men's  wife  hugged  her  young  bn* 
to  her  breast, 

AMstasung  Molly  Bawn,  cos  it  suite* 


to  her 
his  side. 


"*'sS^'Krto,,»  ■*«*-* 
AnA  0,6  ,he  t,Bo"  twn** 

And  the*  looked  lUteO.  Smith,  hi  the  ' 
glim  of  the  light  ^ 
Tw#,.|gj“  f°r  t^*I*en  UT  longer  to 

""tote 

And  the  smoke  in  four  volumes  mae 
higher  and  higher  ^Be 

Oh,  tan’tu  awfbl  to  he  done  brown  by 


°Br  destruction  are  booked 

9-tetS3ta?*teir^ b*k’ *“* *ttUJ*,cky 

ThBT  ^V^t-W^they 

mother’  mi  «**  « 
ABd  *3J{j<|Tery  kindly  threw  out  the 
Newt  followed  Bodktn-then  ewne  hit 


hndhcjiutbaml  sat  sticking  away  at 

A®*1  he  looked' once  or  twice  *«ry  sweat 
on  his  bnde, 

Bow  happy,  said  he,  when  this  here  work 
is  o'er, 

WW1  to  Gravesend,  if  we  cant  to  the 

Afosadyin  faecy  the  steamers  I  spy. 

And  the  smoke  from  the  funnels  mount- 

The  "Windmill^Hill  Green,  with  the 

»  ,  iwings  and  the  stalls 

Askd  donkies  to  ride  on  'eluding  the 
falls— 

TOth  TuUey's  Bazaar,  and  the  tamed 

Bow  scrumtious  to  go  for  a  day  on  the 
spree ! 


HiBk  f  what's  the  row  f  hist,  hark  te  the 

—  .  cryf 

...  T®f  1  then  a  scream  then  a  scout 
AM  the  policemans  rattles  sprung  loud 
m  the  air, 

Md  the  mother  run  up  to  the  back  sec¬ 
ond  pair, 

All^^e.,5awled  to  the  tailor,  in  agony 
na  jpfld, 

0k'  ®^l^J1|1de*r  Bodkin,  look  altar 

Farewell  to  the  Old  Year , 

$AKWZLLt.<H>OUYwl  H.’. 

withered  and  gone ; 

“  “°°ns  have  all  waned,  aid  his  um 
have  all  shone; 

‘  *°°*  10  *k«  boaraa  whites  he’ll 
•ww  return : 

•Tware  in  wain  to  regret  trim,  and  «*. 
leas  to  mourn; 

So  fill  up  eech  glees. 

And  let  the  toast  pass; 

Farewell  to  the  old  y«sr,  fare  wen  1> 

_  eaonos. 

-  Farewell  to  the  old  year, 

FtteweB  to  the  old  /ear, 

Farewell  to  the  old  year,  farewel ! 

**V  *afcUnds  he  has  rebbed  as  si 
i  Wihwhnt  f 


r^c‘^jrL8om'  p*“ern''  “d 

°'*1'  ^1t’"eyfeft’  *othey  wentorer 
And  caU£  for’a  quarten  their  anguish  lo 

0h*  »^^--aingin,  cries  Bodkin,  with 
I**  ^JMd  they  strained  ail  their 

"*•  tow*b  » 

Ut  Ood, 

Oh,  for  an  Eaqle’t  pinions. 

QH  !  for  an  eagle's  pinions, 

.That  1  “if  bt  fly  to  thee,  love- 
AJ1  ties  but  thine  I’d  banish, 

For  thou  art  all  to  me. 

,  J#***!*** eagle*  flight. 

Mine  to  ♦by  side  should  be. 

Ah  yes,  outstripping  far  the  stoimiest 
gale. 

The  ambient  air  I’d  cleave  love, 

O’er  land  and  sea  I’d  follow  thoe. 

Friends,  country,  kindred  all  I'd  leave, 

_ _ _ OSar  land  . nod  sen  Be*  ; 

tho  good  he  has  brought  to  ns  never 
depart ! 

May  the  wisdom  he's  taught  us  be 

eheristedtes^fo!' 

And  then  we  sha’n't  grieve  that  the  old 
year*iwe  wore. 

So  fill  up  each  glass,  ^ 

And  let  the  toast  • 

Tars  well  to  the  old  year,  farewell! 
Farewell  to  the  old  year,  &c. 

But  sae  the  New  Yaag,  with  a  sweet 
„  «Mngfto^ 

ZJhs  a  beauteous  mafi,  to  her  virgin  an* 
brace  '  v/}  *; 

Now  welcomes  us  all,  and  with  wide* 
spreading  arms. 

Invites  us  to  revel  and  joy  in  her  charms. 
j>  ?  a  »8e  fill  np  each  glass,  ^ 

Jr/  ked  let  the  toast  pass ;  ^ 

^  Ak'knll  te  the  new  year,  all  haflf  l 

^  ■-  AiMI  uutaitimr.Aa^ 


The  Mother  who  hath  a  CluL... 
I  at  Sea. 

(A  btaastifaMMlaih  written  by  Kiss 

J 

*  /£*•*  ***’»  k»*wiH 

)  wuit^wWite,  >yy 

■ A*  **  With  th. 

There’,  a  fora  theiV«xed  at  th.  kttioe 
nrame,  i*  ■  ,» 

T* -,r 

ih*t  chefk,  that  form,  ah,  whose  can  ft 
“t*  k,. 

Bws  .  nwherwhe^bath  a-ehild  at  sea  F 

c  north- win0  hurries  to  scourge 
t«a  flood ; 

The  icy  ahires  eprmal,  o’er  her  heart, 
A#**,  first  red  htw  of  lightning  start; 

The  ocean  : 

With  patted  Spa  and  tight,  clasped  hands, 
j  Oh,  marrel  not,  M  her  few,  for  she 
I  Is  a  mother  who  hath  a  ehild  at  sea. 

Si«  ptje.se.  her  |g.w„&  sinks,  she 
huosls. 

While  the  storm  howls  on  aoA  the  than- 
der  penis; 

She  breathes  hot  a  word;  for  her  ms. 
sionate  prayer 

Is  *oo  ier*eat  and  deep  for  the,  rip.  te 
bear. 

ft  is  poured  in  the  deep  and  coombfe. 

•W. 

In  the  straining  glams,  ef  an  opmswed. 
eye; 

And  a.hoBer  ofierihg eaapof 
ifbst.  e  e.mlmr',  hm  AFi*. 


}  rr. .  i  v  •*  ; 

^Then  Time  hath  borefl 
WHf?  k«h  berWIthw 

That  encircle  thee  n#W 

3^r_X,dr‘- 

In  the  hour  of  thy  sadaees 

Then’ll  lltink^Tnir? 

*2**  thought  shall  b.  „ 
to  Owe. 

^^ho  who eoaM tuna  the. 

*”  aerrow  and  shame : 

Bk  thus  requited. 

Thy  brain  shall  be  atniiZ 

’^^wih.idja,  - 

•s'nenvikink  upon  . 


%jh 


«'  DiKomreo. 

filDmodWnr^  1-tu  —a  mmm 
0^?^^  Bp"  •h.’fijrtnv  "! 

h«lr,  W>A‘r*"**d*<** 
»«^ithemml.#^^w(^ 


'  i  j  «\  to  "'AS  %A'Y 

put  tne  wheel  when  turning 
pdp  Joei  the  Weasel!  ,  r 


**  e*i»^ye»  file  'C—  ***B» 

Twtvld  puilt  quete  wr  ktan 

teak say, sh*  dsed  to  pay, 
r :  Weald  this  lathy  girl,  1  lift*.  , 

At  »hs  t At  it  the  gin-ahep  War, 
Stu^nt, "  Fat  la!  de  ral  to, 

<ad#n Years  i  pin,' 

•«  While  I've  got  At  tin, 
f‘  It  shall  fo  at  the  gin-shop  bar  l" 

I'd  rather  be  outside,  Mrs, 

Than  with  that  motley  throng. 
For  the  kdpt  oh  ktfhoying  /me^ 

And  coming  it  rather  strong, 
mil  ahe  fell  off  her, perch,  airs, 
liun  Aaprawlingoo^he  ffoory 
And  loudly  khifot1/  *My  glaaa  U  out 
“  Let  hare  a  toothful  more !” 
But  the  man  at  the  gin-shop  bar. 
Sent  for  the  Bobby *s,  not  far. 

Who  quickly  did  fetch  her, 
Then  off  on  a  stretcher, 

|  She  weat  from  the  gto-ihpp  bar. 
Next  morning  a  government  ear. 
Took  her  from  the  Police  bar, 

|  She  was  heard  to  say, 

r  As  they  bore  her  away, 
a  I  takes  arter  my  own  mamma  lf* 


y}Vi^euaUr. 

WHEN  first  I  saw  sweet  Teg# 
*Twas  on  a  market  day, 

A  lowJback’d  car  shedrora,  and  ah*  > 
Upon  a  truss  of  hay  i 
But  whan  that  hay  was  blooming 
And  deck'd  with  flow ’r«  of  spring 
fie  fiow'r  was  there  that  could  coifi- 

WltPtTe  blooming  girl  I  sing,  * 

As  ahe  sat  In  the  low-b*ck’d  car  ^ 

The  man  at  the  turnpike  bar  » 
jlerer  ask'd  her  for  *>e  toll,  I 

But  Just  rubbed  h’-olfl  poll,  <  1 
And  look'd  after  the  ?«w-back*d  eat  I 

tot  battle's  wild  commotion. 

The  proud  and  mighty  Man, 

’With  hostile  scythes  demands  the 
tithes 

l^hUe^^CT.’peaceftiUoddeM ! 

Has  dartsin  her  bright  eye 
Tlutt  knock  men  down  in  themafc- 
het  town, 

iAs  right  and  left  they  fly-  (cm. 
While  she  site  in  her  low*baek»d 
Than  battle  more  dangerous  tor, 

For  the  doctor's  art 
Cannot  cure  the  heart 
That  is  hit  from  the  low-backU  car 

Sweet  Peggy,  round  her  car,  sir, 

Has  strings  of  ducks  and  geese. 

But  the  scares  of  hearts  she  slaugh¬ 
ters. 

-  By  tor  outnumber  these, 

While  she  among  her  poultry  sits  ; 

Just  like  a  turtle  dove. 

Well  worth  the  cage.  I  do  engage. 
Of  the  blooming  god  of  love. 
While  she  sits  in  her  low-back’d 
The  loven  come  near  and  tor.  T car, 
And  envy  the  chicken 

I'd  rather  own  that  car,  sir. 


Thnutanrts on  their  undep  ’!^ 

Thro’  Pop  t<**  the  V\  >■ 

The  lower  class,  as  well  as 
To  beat  wich  other  daily  fl^.*  r’  1  J 
While  others  private  nitrhtly  try 

pop  goes  the  Weasel »  ^  *  - 

••  •  4  ’•  .MS 

Now  all  the  world,  yes,  even  Fr«/^ 
Like  Pop  goes  the  W easel f  * 

But  we  can  make  the  Frenehmej 
dance, 

Pop  goes  the  Weasel! 

Pop  goesthe  Weasel  gives  Might, 
And  Sy  your  smiles  I  think  I’m  right? 
If  so,  I’ll  try  another  nifiht. 

Pop  goes  the  Weasel .  «.*  -  l 


OH !  don't  you  remember  sw etf 
,  Alice,  Ben  Boh, 

Sweet Alice  Witt  eyep 
Mcif  the  wept  with  delight  whea 
you  gave  her  a'  smile, 

*1Utd  :tr<im bled  with  fe*r  at*ybtif 

•  si  f.  $9WP*i:  pm/ 

In  the  eld  church  yard  ia  the  val- 
O  '  lejr,  Ben  Bolt,  r\  <  V* 
In  a  corner  obscure,  and  alone, 
They  have  fitted  a  slab  of  grknU* 
so  grey, .  ■. 

And  sweet  Alice  lies  under  f 

•  •  -rw 

clone. 

They  have  fitted,  dfC. 


Pop  goes  the  Weasel. 

VTOW  aHth.^lrli  «r»  going  m*d 
la  For, ‘—Pop  goes  the  Wecsdl! 

And  the  finest  tune  we  ever  had. 

Is— Pop  goes  the  Weasel  l 
danoea  by  Albert  and  the  Queen 
Chiitfimies  done  it  round  the  green. 
Aud  many  girls  have  mh>«d  be** 
i  By  Pop  goes  the  Weasel. 

-<-  '  i / 1  t  l!  •  ‘  gX  "i 

OiVan  boys  grmd  in  the  street,  & 
Pop  goesthe  Weaser.1 
The  thing  to  make  you  feel  your  feet 
Is,  Pop  goes  the  Weasel ! 

It  costs  the  young  chaps  such  a  lot. 
To  treat  the  g?rls  to  you  know  wot — 
The  Miliatiamen  march  and  trot. 

To  Pop  goes  the  Weasel! 

The  costermonger  boats  life  moke. 


_  (lore* 

Than  a  coach  and  tour  and  geld  ga- 
And  a  lady  for  my  bride ; 

For  the  latty  would  sit  tornenit  me*  \ 
On  cushion  made  with,  taste, 
v  While  Piggy  would  sit  beside  me, 
'While my  arm aroupdJier waist, 
mne  we  drove  in  thclcw-back’d 
>  ckr^ * c  ’  •  ” 

^bemnfisdhy  Father  Maher,  , 

«  Oh  I  my  heart  wouldbeet  high 
At  her  h«r  dA,  ^ 


Qh  don't  yon  remember  the  wo o£ 
Bep  Bolt, 

«Near  the,  gretn  sunny  slope  of’tk/. 
hill, 

Where  oft  we  have  sung/neath  <* 
w^de  Spreading  shade. 

And  keptume  to  the  click  of  the 
mill.  } 

gft»  mill  has  gone  to  decay,  Hep 

B®lt,  _ 

And  a  quiet  now  reigns  allerowr  _ 
See  the  old  rustic  porch;  with  I f 
-  ♦  roses  so, sweet,  ,r  < 

Ties  scatter'd  all  over  the  grou*^ 
See  the  old,  dee* 


And  get  the  casTTOut  of  the  Ittk  _ 

Because  they  always  head  tneir  mUB* 
Pop  goes  the  Weasel ! 

At  Drury  Lane,  they  play  and  sing. 
Pop  goes  the  W easel  1 

Barbers  thinking  of.  cut  your  chin. 
Pop  goes  the  Weasel ! 

The  tallyman  I  must  confess, 

Leave  on  credit  many  a  dress. 

But  when  they  call  for  the  cash,*  gums 
It’d — Pop  goes  the  Weasel! 

In  the  Laughing  Gas  the  ladles  ug» 
Pop  goes  the  Weasel! 

And  many  girls  are  led  asfiuy. 

By  Pop  goes  the  W eassl ! 

To  hearit  play’d  some  thousands  ha^ 

i«4  last  week  amad  bull  made  a  stop 

Hum  run  into  a  mune  shop. 

For  Pop  goes  tire  Weasel ! 

riBssmir  teach  each  girl  an  their 

»5Ss$£3f8i.id— • 

1  KnlTM  lor  lwJiel  gri«wl  aw^, 


TM  Ginthap  Bar. 

■HTHtS  itttl'MW  MU«  BUl«y, 
’TWU  on  .  S»tnr4»y, 

I  ■  ><|  ii  :'i  «  l 

At  the  Cornet  7th  thk  ltM  driohtog 

..ij  :i  u, :  . 

And  .»okin,»  yerd  of  eliy- 
And  when  th,1*  **•  em,  Jted, 

She’4  dU  4  wlA  hMkey  «l«h. 

Throw  off  her  gl w, nnd*hent  “Old 

..in “'•'!<  ■  ,  „ 

,  msUrn  r 

At  she  etood  #*  JJie  «t»-»hop  bnr, 
She’4  «ng,«»>.’d  land*.  ‘‘*»l  W 
,  “  Vhlle  I’)re*qt  the  tin, 

“  I’ll  tpend  jt  in  cin, 
sifio  good  luck  to  the  gh-ihephar.1* 

T  Wenld  .end  her  ,lauof.  |tn. 


OM  don’t  yon  remember  the  ^hool 

Ben  Bolt, 

And  the  master  so  l;iad,  and  so 
•  true, 

And  the  sweet  little  nook  by  the 
dear  running  break, 

Whore  we  gather'd  the  flowers  as 
edhey  grew. 

Car  the  master's  grave  grows  the 
grass,  Ben  Bolt, 

And  the  clear  running  brook  to 
r  now  dry. 

And  of  all  oor  old  friends  who  were 
schoolmates  than,  | 

There  remain  new  hut  feu  Beal 

flew  *  and  I#  • 1  i 

And  of  aU»  ton. 
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Susannah  don't  yon  cry, 
[  ’M  i  going  to  Alabama, 


And  how  it  washed  ir«  foaming  haste 
A  down  the  mossy  wail,  ^  • 
Where  granite  fragments  broke  the 
flow. 

And  caused  a  water-fall ; 

And  how  we  stood  with  silent  Joy, 
And  hearts  orim-fuH  of  love. 

And  saw  the  great  Creator 
Gliding  onward  with  the  "Dovei” 

Oh,  do  not  let  the  mighty  scenes 
That  meet  thy  rision  now. 

Shut  out  *  Thorpe  Cloud*  that 
standeth 

Like  a  frown  on  Beauty's  brew. 
Oh,  do  not  let  the  noble  trees 
That  spring  upon  thy  sod. 
Prompt  thee  to  spurn  the  bramble 
arms, 

ffcat  hugged  us; as  we  trod. 

Thou  wilt  be  seeing  many  things 
To  win  thy  loudest  praise ; 

But  let  Old  England's  woods  and 
dales 

Yet  steal  upon  thy  gaze. 


Our  Rambles  by  the  Dose. 

(Eliza  Cook.) 

t^TIS  well  to  proudly  tell  me 
I  Of  the  glories  of  the  West, 

Of  the  stream  with  rapid  torrent. 
And  the  take  with  heaving  breast. 
Of  tub  mountain  and  the  prairie, 
t )f  the  fordst  and  the  blufll  ^  * 
Savannah  ipwt  so  fragrant, 

Artd  the  jungle  dell  so  rough. 

1  know  that  there  are  wonders 
tn  your  own  gigantic  land 
The  gorgeous  and  the  beautiful. 
The  startling  and  thq  grand. 

I  know  the  cataracts  ate  bold. 

The  fields  of  maize  are  wide, 

I  know  the  pines  are  thick  enough 
To  let  the  lightnings  Hide ; 

But  glad  I  am  to  hear  thee  say,  ^ 
With  warm  and  clinging  love. 
Thou  thinkest  of  Old  England  and 
Our  rambles  by  the  “  Dove.*’ 

Prise  as  thou  wilt  the  banks  that 
keep 

7*hy  clear  broad  rivers  in. 

Where  panthers  drink  and  light 
canoes 

Bear  »n  the  tawny  skin,—  * 
Be  speaking  fondly  as  thou  may*st 
Of  hills  that  climb  around* 

And  boast  of  wild  flowers  that 
bedeck  * 

The  trackless  hunting  ground." 
Magnolias  are  Exquisite 
And  humming-birds  are  choice. 
And  44  whip-poor-will M  may  charm 
thee  with 

IBs  melancholy  voice  ; 

But  can*st  thou  quite  despise  the 
thrush 

That  whistled  on  the  thorn. 

And  those  "forget-me-nots  ”  that 
were 

The  jewels  of  the  morn,— 

Can’st  thou  shut  out  the  greep 
below 

And  cloudless  blue  above, 

That  led  us  still,  still  onward  in 
Our  ramblings  by  the  “;Dove?”  - 

Oh,  no,  indeed  1  I  know  thy  land 
Will  never  chase  away 
Thb  happiness  you  found  in  mine 
On  that  long,  sunny  day  N 
1  know  thy  great  White  Mountains 
Cannot  dim  the  winding  flefep 
That  lured  us  dreamily  alpng 
To  gain  the  **  Lover's  Leap." 

Do you  remember  how  we  sat. 

And  .fried  £o  find  a  word 
That  would  express  the  plash  mg 
gush 

Of  waters  that  we  heard; 

And  how  we  watched  the  alders 
bend. 

As  peacefully  and  light. 

As  t  though  an  angers  wing  had 
passed. 

And  touched  them  in  its  flight : 
And  how  we  said  that  Eastern 
clime 

Held  no  Arcadian  Grove 
Of  more  romance  and  sweetness 
Ilian  the  valley  of  the  ••Dove." 

We  were  familiar  Ivith  she  place— 

'  We  had  been  there  before ; 

Blit,  somehow,  on  this  August  day, 
*  We  worshipVJL  it  the  more; 

And  every  crag  of  old  grey  rock, 

“  And  every  wave-washed  stone, 
lewned  touched  with  richer  colour. 


I  Wid  my  baitfo  oh  my  lmsc. 

And  I'm  going  from  Louisiana, 

My  true  love  for  to. see; 

It  nuned  all  night  the  day  Ileft, 
The  weather  had  a  dry: 

The  sun  so  hot  I  froze  to  death, 
Susannah  doq't  you  cry.  •.  A  . 
Oh,  Susannah  don't  you  cry  for  my. 
Pm  gomg  to  Alabama  arid  my  tango 
on  my  knee. 

1  jump’d  on  board  de  Telegraph, 
And  floated  down  de  fiber, 

De  electric  spark  it  magnified* 

And  killed  five  hundred  nigger. 
De  bulgin  bust,  de  horse  run  o it, 

I  really  thought  I’d  die. 


I  shut  my  eyes  to  hold  my  breath— 
Susannah  don’t  you  cry. 

I  had  a  dream  de  Oder  night, 

When  every  ting  was  still, 

I  thought  I  saw  Susannah 
Coming  down  tfrV  hill; 

De  buck  wheat  cake  was  In  btf 
mouth, 

De  tear  was  in  her  eye. 

Says  I,  my  lub,  I’m  from  de  south, 
Susannah  don’t  you  cry. 

Now  when  \  get  to  New  Orleans 
I  mean  to  took  around. 

And  if  Isee  Susannah, 

I’ll  falldown  oiFde^oanlli 
But  if  dat  she  U  married, 

DU  nigger  wUr^wtiFiie, 

And  when  I'm  dead  and  buried, 
Susannah  don*t  you  cry.,  *  ►  f 


Think  of  our  merry  travels 
On  this  narrow  Uland  earth. 

And  own  that  we  have  often  found 
Rare  spots  of  Eden  birth ; 

And  when  amid  the  vast  and  fair 
Thy  native  footsteps  rove. 

Call  up  our  sunny  rambles 
By  the  watersof  the  “  Dove." 


I  breathed  a  prayer  while  straying 
there; 

•'(God  grant  'twas  not  in  vain,) 

It  asked  the  boons  of  life  and 
health 

To  view  that  place  again— 

It  asked  that  those  around  me  then 
Might  share  that  future  joy : 

The  nope  was  earnest,  strong,  and 
pure,— 

God  keep  it  from  alloy  ? 

Write  on,  and  proudly  tell  me 
Of  the  wonders  of  the  West : 

But  glad  am  I  that,  more  than  once, 
Thy  spirit  hath  confessed 
Affection  for  our  dasied  fields, 
Green  lanes,  and  babbling  brooks,: 
Our  orchards  and  white  cottages,  ^ 
And  fairy-haunted  nooks; 

For  1  believe  that  thou  wilt  comer 
With  a!  thy  olden  love, 

And  let-my  prayer  be  answered 
By  the  waters  of  the  '*  Dove." 


Distance. 

HE  tells  me,  in  danger  and  dig* 
tance. 

All  the  glory  he  vowed  to  main- 
tain 

No  dishonour  shall  ever  profane; 
He  tells  me  the  charm  of  existence 
Is  friendship  that  firm  can  re* 
main ; 

He  tells  me  that  love  but  a  cheat  U, 
Beaming,  then  flying  away; 
And  though  he  at  most  times  dis¬ 
creet  is. 

Yet  he  tola  me  in  whupers  one 
day.  One  day— 

**  Keep,  in  Venice,  your  hand  on 
your,  lip* 

On  your  lip^-yes,  on  your  lip,--. 
'Tie  a  spot  delight  frilly  gay : 

Yet  they  should  hear  you  only  say. 

Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la.* 

I  know  that  he  sensibly  feeleth 
All  the  value  of  virtue  and  fame. 
For  himself  and  hU  country  the 
same.- 

I  know  that  if  sorrow  a|ipealeth, 
His  heart  ne'er  rejecteth  its 
claim; 

I  know  t^at  if  war  or  if  pease  Is, 
Prudence  is  ever  his  guide ; ' 

To  prove  that  his  caution  increases 
Only  last  night  he  told  me  aside. 
Aside,— 

41  Keep,  in  Venice,  your  hand  on 

; 

On  your  Up,— yes,  on  your  lip,— 
•Tis  a  spot  most  delightfully  gay; 
Yet  they  should  oAly  hear  you  say— 
_ _  Tra,  la.  la,  la,  la" 


Ole  Virginny  Shore . 

OH,  If  1  was  only  young  again. 
I’d  lead  a  different  fife; 

I’d  save  my  money— buy  a  farm. 
And  take  Dinah  for  my  wife. 

Rut  uow  old  age  he  holds  me  tight. 
And  my  limbs  are  growing  sore; 
Den  cam  me  back  to  ole  Virginny, 
To  ole  Virginny  shore. 


Now  eber  v  day  the  world  goes  round, 
And  pleasure  from  us  run ; 

Oh,  wouldn  1 1  lead  a  happy  life. 

If  1  was  only  young. 

But  now  l  am  so  feeble  grown, 

I  cannot  walk  any  more ; 

Den  carry  me  baek  to  ole  Virginny. 
To  ole  Virginny  shore. 


Now  by  Day  s  retiring 
lamp. 

NOW  by  i»J'i miring  lamp, 
Lo!  the  vapour  dense  * 


Oh,  when  I'm  dead  and  gone  to  rest, 
Lav  de  hanjo  by  my  side ; 

Let  de  possom  and  'coon  to  de  femo¬ 
ral  go, 

For  dey  were  my  only  pride. 

Ia  soft  repose  I'll  take  my  sleep, 
And  1 11  dream  for  ever  more; 

ABawsW?’— 


JLv  Lo!  the  vapour  dense 
damp, 

Thro’  the  misty  tether  spreads,  , 
Ev*ry  harm  Che  trav’ler  dreads. 
Hark  «  heafrthe  wand’rert  song. 
As  be  wMtas  the  hiiv«  anonri  r 


